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June 19.
WE have been amazingly gay ever since I last wrote, but not in a specially interesting way. A new man-of-war, the Cnrafoa, has come into the bay, and that has led to many calls, lunches, teas, and dinners. I went down with the others to tea on board, and enjoyed it all very much; and for the first time rode home in the dark> which I have never done before, and am not in a hurry to try again. The road is so bad, and the 'going7 so uneven, that it is rather like being at sea, only one has the added anxiety of being one's own pilot; I made Lloyd ride close in front, and guided myself as best I could by the glimmer of his white coat The phosphorescent lights from the decayed wood, however, were lovely, like pale moonlight under the great trees, dimly glimmering in the shadows.
On Friday Louis gave a family feast to all our people, including a few of their relations, specially invited. The boys took charge of all the preparations, and we partook of the feast as their guests. It took place in one of the new native houses that we have recently put up, the pillars of which were beautifully wreathed with flowers and ferns. The food was spread on leaves in the usual fashion; there was nothing very novel, save that the fine prawns were from our own river, and that to the usual